years old, the woodwork and masonry were solid,
and it had been kept in good order and regularly
repainted.
One evening, when he was sitting up late into the
night again, it seemed to him as though upstairs,
in the room where Frans slept, he could hear some-
thing falling, a dull sound. Whereupon the wooden
frame of the window began to crack. He looked
up and saw that the beam above it was moving,
a piece of the brown wood became visible and dust
fell on to the plant. Suddenly he heard a loud
report; he stood by the table bewildered, the lamp
was slowly swaying. There was a bustle up above ;
Frans came hurrying down the stairs, followed by
Stien. They saw Werendonk, who pointed to a
crack in the wall above the window. Then they
lighted a candle and went upstairs to investigate.
In Frans's room there was a fissure in the wall under
the window, and a wider one above it. In the attic,
where the floor was covered with plaster-dust, the
fissure was a good two hands in width, the frame of
the skylight was loose and hanging down into the
room. The stars were shining brightly in the sky.
They looked at one another without uttering a word,
and Frans, standing in his nightshirt holding the
candle-stick, was shivering with cold. Smoke from
the baker's oven was floating into the room. Early
next morning, when the builder came, it seemed that
the damage was serious, for on one side of the fissure